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Article 13

T w o

P o e m s

WILLIAM HEYEN

T w o Stories

I
I was in the crowd, caught
in the delirium. My heart beat
like a drum. Closer and closer he came
in the shiny big black car
through a sea of heads. I was in
a moving box, pushed forward, and suddenly
there he was right near me,
and I could not lift my arm. He
gave me a look. It was a look of death.
There was the chill of death
in his white face.
It was a deathly white face.
I knew it then: He was the incarnation
of death. All those who cried after him
were crying for the redeemer, death.
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II
The bodies were bluish red.
We dragged them out of the gas house
by hair and ears and feet
and threw them on a flat wagon.
Each wagon had room for seventy bodies.
We drove the load to the crematorium
which was nearby.
We stacked them at the entrance.
Flesh does not burn like wood.
It takes a long time to burn men.
This business of burning
seventy or eighty corpses every day—
it's slow going.
There is always a fire in the ovens.
Day and night
a whitish smoke blows out of the chimney.

* Saul K. Padover was an American intelligence officer in psychological warfare who
moved into Germany immediately behind the army. These two relations, the first by
a German woman who had seen Hitler and the second by a Frenchman who was
forced to work at Sachsenhausen in 1944, are taken from Padover's Experiment in
Germany (New York, 1946). I have shortened the testimonies, but have generally
allowed the two to speak for themselves.
72

http://repository.usfca.edu/ontarioreview/vol1/iss1/13

L a m e n t
(after Rilke)
0 how everything deceives,
like my star
of black light, dead
in the heavens
for thousands of years!
1 break into tears
at the cold words
from the boat of stars
that passes over, and over.
Where in my body
does the same clock beat?
I would like to walk
away from my heart.
I would like to pray
under the dead sky
where there is one star
which does not lie,
which endures,
a white city
at the end of its beam,
forever.
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